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By JOHN MACAULAY, Es; M. R. I. A. 


Heu pietas ! Heu priſca fides ! 
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* ANGEL of Merey! Whoſe exhaling breath | 
c Sheds balmy fragrance o'er the bed of death; 
Whoſe voice, with mote than caliſmanic aſt, 

« Diffuſes rapture to the breaking heart, 

« Attend her ered ſhade—and point the way 


To the bright regions of eternal day 


« And 
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oo And oh! if in Heaven's volume thou ſhalt find 
« One error of the firſt of human kind, 
« Let the ſoft moiſture of thy lucid prayer 


« Expunge the frailty recorded there !” | 


Thus, with uplifted hands, and ſtreaming eyes, 
And contrite heart—Heaven's nobleſt ſacrifice— 
Pray d the fair Emma, bending o'er the clay 
Where the lov'd relics of Ax BELLA lay. 

EMMa, who erſt, in virtue's garb array'd, 
Sported beneath her dear paternal ſhade, 
Where Lirrey's waves in ſoft meanders glide, 
To glad the Naids of her ſilver tide : 

Lovely in form—majeſtic in her air 


And fair “ in LEINSTER fam d for maidens fair.” 


Bright 
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Bright ſhone the luſtre of her virgin fame 


But ah! too ſoon the cruel ſpoiler came: 
Skil d in ſedustion's faſcinating art, 

He gain'd the empire of her guiltleſs heart; 
And, in one fatal moonlight hour, betray d 
The ſoft compliance of the yielding maid. 


So falls the flower that on the flinny fide 
of yon fair garden blooms in beauty”s pride; 
Till ſome rude hand, ſcarce conſcious of the gem, 
Plucks the rich bloſſom from the parent ſtem, 
Diſplays the fragrant treaſure for a day, 


And caſts, at eve, the lighted prize away. 


Again the ſtem its lovely charge ſhall rear, 
Bright in the luſtre of the riſing year ; 


! 

Again the flower its wonted pride ſhall know; 
Again in nature's richeſt tints ſhall glow ; 

But ah! when torn by paſſion's lawleſs ſway, 
The human bloſſom falls a helpleſs prey, 

Nor art, nor nature can its form reſtore— 

Its place ſhall know the lovely gueſt no more. 
The drooping Graces hover o'er the {| ot, 

To weep, in fruitleſs tears, their favorite's lot, 
And grave this mournful truth upon her urn— 


Honor, ONCE BLIGHTED, NEVER CAN RETURN 


Stung with remorſe, of prying eyes afraid, 
The hapleſs Emma ſeeks the deepeſt ſhade ; 
And oft, to vent her agonizing pain, 


Meaſures, with penſive ſtep, the ſilent plain, 


What 
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What time the conſcious moon's pervading beam 
Trembles, reflected in the ſilver ſtream: 
There, weeping, oft upon the brink ſhe ſtands, 
With heaving boſom, and uplifted hands ; 

And ofr, diſtracted with the ſenſe of woe, 
Suſpended, pauſes o'er the depth below : 
Reſolves the fatal plunge—then ſhrinks aghalt, 
Scar'd by the ruſtling of the evening blaſt. 


But Heaven, that look d with mercy on the heart 
Where baſe defilement never claim'd a part, 
Withheld the trembling fair, reſerv'd to prove 

The rich beneficence of Chriſtian love. 


And now the fatal ſecret of her woes 


Nine envious moons” to buſy Fame diſcloſe : 


B Frantic 


Frantic with rage, th' indignant father hurld 
His piling daughter to a ſcorning world ; 
And, with amazement torn, and terror wild, 
A mother's heart diſown'd her weeping child— 
Conſign'd her darling to a loath'd difgrace, 

: yet“ was © ſeen to wear a woman's face.“ 
The pitying Cotagers awhile afford 

The couch of ſtraw, and meanly furniſh'd board, 
Till, nature's deareſt trying conflict o'er, 

A mother's name the weeping Emma bore— 

The helpleſs infant, to no friend allied, 


Saw the fair day, and, unreluctant, died. 


Ye viewleſs Forms, intent on human ill, 
Who roam, permitted by th ALMIOHTv will, 


Till 
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Till Heaven ſhall bid the human warfare ceaſe, 
And glad the nations with the Rzicn or Pxacs! 
Bear not theſe tidings to your dread abode, 
Where ſuffering demons own an angry Goo 
Leſt towering fiends arraign the mighty plan, 
And bleſs Creative Power they are not Man. 


Driven from her home, diſtracted with her woes, 
Where ſhall the wretched Emma ſeek repoſe ? 
Her mind unſullied points to future good— 
Night gathers round, and Nature calls for food. 
The vicious tempt—Her heart diſdains the ſin— 
But who will © take the” helpleſs “ ſtranger in“? 
Unequal contell] ! Hapleſs EMMA falls, 
The wretched inmate e of e walk, 

Oe !)! 
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Till, from the Houſe of guilt a wanderer caſt, 
Cowering ſhe ſhrinks beneath the midnight blaſt. 


No father's arm to ſhield her from diſmay— 


No mother's hand to wipe her tears away— 
A prey to ſad diſeaſe, to want, and ſhame— 


A soul WITHOUT A HOPE—A FORM ff WITHOUPF A 
NAME, 


Thou Sainted Spirit, who in Heaven's abode 
Enjoy'ſ ſeraphic converſe with thy God, 
Entranc'd in never-ending bliſs to prove 
The rich reward of all thy Chriſtian love! 
Twas thine to raiſe the victim from the earth, 
And give to Emma more than ſecond birth— 
"Twas Love Divine, emblazon'd in thy form, 


That ſtay'd © the pelting of th pityleſs ſtorm ;” | 
That 
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That to the Houſe of Reſt the wanderer led; 

That gave the wretched © where to lay” her « head;” 
And, with unſparing meaſure, did impart 

The “ wine and oil” to heal the wounded heart. 
See by the couch the bleſt “ Phyſician” ſtand, 

The © balm of Gilead” blooming in her hand: 
That balm which decks the peaceful road to Heaven— 
Errors forgot, and frailties forgiven— 

That hand which points to Mercy's radiant door 
That voice which bids the mourner © ſin no more.“ — 
Charm'd by their power the ſtreams of ſorrow ceaſe, 
And the torn boſom hails returning peace. 

Borne on the pinions of exulting ſong, 

The gratifel tidings ahed thi” tngelioidiveng; -.. 
Joyful ta welcome, with triumphant boaſt, 

A © pardon'd ſinner” to the heavenly hoſt.— 


Yet 
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Yet not to one great plan alone confin d, 


Unbounded Charity adorn'd her mind. 


Where'er the plaintive voice of woe was heard, 


Where'er diftreſs her ſuppliant hands uprear'd, 
There, conſtant as the light of Heaven's own beam, 
Her cheating mercy lent its copious ſtream. 

The houſeleſs infant, child of guilt and ſhame, 
Whom pride forbad'to bear a father's name ; 

To whom a cenſuring world denied to hes 

The fond endearments of a mother's care; 
Protected by her aid, was ſav'd to prove 


A father's guidance, and a mother's love. 


Nor leſs, that treaſure to his native land, 


The ſkilful artiſt own'd her foſtering hand: 


If 
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If chill misfortune blew around his head, 9 
Or ſickneſs chain'd him to his humble bed; 
The wife, the infant hail'd her tender care, 1 
And bleſs'd the hand that ſcatter'd roſes there | 
The roſe of Charity, whoſe odour flies 


In grateful fragrance to the opening ſkies. 4 
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Could prayers and tears prolong the human breath, | 
Could goodneſs ſtay the fatal hand of death, 
Med'cine had not in vain its efforts tried, 

Nor Mc trembled when ARBELLA died. 
But lince, by Heaven's decree that governs all, 
The great, the noble, and the good mult fall; 


Let each full heart its generous tribute pay, 


And Public Virtue conſecrate the lay. 


ry 
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Come then, ye bluſhing, ye repentant fair! 
Whom vice had doom'd to pain, and dark deſpair ; 
Whoſe boſoms, once the ſeat of guilt and woe, 
Now with the beams of pure devotion glow ; 

In all the pride of grateful ſorrow come, 

And join the wecping EMMA at her tomb 
Invoke, with pious ſighs, her ſacred ſhade, 
And fix each virtuous purpoſe you have made. 
For ah! if doom'd to tread life's devious way, 
Again to vice ye fall an eaſy prey, 

What aid, what kindneſs can your peace reſtore ?— 
Your lov'd Protectreſs lives alas! no more. 
To you her power a father's arm ſupplied, 
Strong to protect, and ſkilful to provide; 

To you her fondneſs gave a mother's care, 


And ſmooth'd the tear-worn furrows of deſpair. 
O join 
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O join not, then, the heedleſs guilty train=e © + 
Let not the ſtream of mercy flow in vain: 


Think of the ſnares that ſtole your peace away 


Think of the love that ſnatch'd you from diſmay— 
Recall her reverend image to your view ; 


And—to be grateful—to yourſelyes be true. 
pes, 


*% 


Ye ſmiling infants! Ye deſerted train! 
1 In whom the voice of nature cried in vain; 
For whom unfolds yon hoſpitable gate, 
And peace and plenty on your coming wait; 
You, whom unceaſing care has onward brought— 
You, whom Inſtruction's voice has kindly taught 


Surround her ſacred tomb; and learn to know, 


And hail the ſource from whence your bleſſings flow. 
| C Recal 
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Recall the guilty ſtory of your birth— ' 


Recall her pure diſintereſted worth 

Fix in your tender minds her godlike plan— 

Let the brave boy become the © honeſt man: 

The blooming girl adorn, in future life, 4 
The modeſt maiden, and the faithful wife: 

Revere mild mercy in her form confeſt 


Revere her fame—Be virtuous, and be bleſt ! 


Congenial Spirit ! whoſoe'er thou att, 
Who in the © work of love” would'ſt claim a part— 
Who, greatly emulous of glorious fame, 


Would'ſt, with AzzzLLa's, wreathe thy deathleſs 
name 


Would'ſt thou to her the choiceſt tribute give, 


Which man can pay - which angels can receive ?— 


Revere 


E 
Revere the objects of her bounty Go 
« AND DO THOU LIKEWISE” in THE HousE OF WOE. 
So ſhall the nobleſt praiſe thy acts 8 
HuMAN THYSELF, or HUMAN-KIND THE FRIEND | 
So ſhall the Heavenly Choir their harps employ 


To hail thy entrance in THz Hovusz or Joy,— 


IN 
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Ir is hoped that the ſtory of the fair and 
unfortunate EMMA will not be thought to 
occupy too much ſpace in a Poem dedicated 
to the memory of the late excellent Lavy 
ARBELLA DENNY ; eſpecially when it is 
conſidered that the noble Charity of the Mag- 
dalen Aſylum owed its firſt inſtitution in this 
Kingdom fo her benevolent exertions; and 


that the merit of thoſe exertions cannot be 


duly 


"— 
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duly appreciated, unleſs the peculiar and diſ- 
treſſing circumſtances attendant on many of 
thoſe unfortunate Females, who take refuge 
in that Houſe of Conſolation in their day of 
trouble, be humanely e by an indul- 
gent Public. 
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